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High-tension times ate hardon nerves
BEAGLE HOUND—English fox-hound
in miniature. Solid and big for his inches,
true beagle has the long-wearing look of
the hound that can last in the chase. One
of oldest breeds in history. U. S. standards
specify 15 inches maximum height.

A

DOG’S nervous system is just as complex as your own.
His reactions are lightning-quick. But when his
nerves need a rest, he stops —relaxes. We often neglect
our nerves. We press on heedless of nerve tension. Take
a lesson from the dog’s instinct for protection. Ease up
— rest your nerves. Let up — light up a Camel. Keeping
Camels at hand provides a delightfully pleasant way of
giving your nerves a rest. Often through the day, enjoy
Camel’s ripe, expensive tobaccos. Smokers find Camel’s
costlier tobaccos so soothing to the nerves.

People who know the sheer joy
of an active, effective life sayi

up-light up a Camel 1
COVERING TRIALS,
ACCIDENTS, sports
puts a big strain on the
nerves of Western Union
telegrapher, George Erlickson. "I avoirl getting
my nerves tense, upset,”
says operator Errickson.
"I ease off frequently,
to give my nerves a wel¬
come rest. 1 let up and
light up a Camel.”

vip you know:

Smoke 6 packs of
Camels and find
out why they are

IN THE HEART OF
THE CONGO, Leila Denis
and her explorer husband
filmed Universal Pictures’
epic, "Dark Rapture.” She
says: "Such ventures can
be quite nerve-straining,
but it’s my rule to pause
frequently. I let up and
light up a Camel. Camels
are so soothing.”

the LARGESTSELLING
CIGARETTE
IN AMERICA

_that tobacco is "cured” by several
methods—which include air-cured
and flue-cured? Not all cigarettes
can be made from choicest grade
tobacco — there isn’t enough! It is
important to know that Camels are
a matchless blend of finer, MORE
EXPENSIVE TOBACCOS —
Turkish and Domestic.

TURKISH & DOMESTIC
BLEND
C1GARETTES

V

Let uLight up a Camel k

_

Copyright
1938
R. J. Reynolds
Tobacco Co.
Winston-Salem
N. C.

Smokers find Camel’s Costlier Tobaceos are Soothing to the Nerves
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Sweet Sue—Dorsey. Merely another of the trite "Marie” arrange¬

Our choice for record of the month:

ments. The only bright spot of the disc is Yank Lawson's hot

Smokehouse Rhythm
Topsy

Benny Goodman

trumpet chorus, which is really great stuff.
Tin Roof Blues—Dorsey. An old time tune of the old New Orleans
Rhythm Kings done in fine style. It's slow tempo stuff and has
several very good solos, but Yank Lawson's muted trumpet is
superb.

** Make Believe
* * Blue Room

Benny Goodman (Victor 26088 )

Cornin' On—Artie Shaw. I don't like the tune but there are a few
nice solos. Shaw's clarinet sounds fine.

** Sweet Sue
* * Tin Roof Blues

Tommy Dorsey (Victor 26105 )

I Can't Believe You're in Love with Me—Artie Shaw. A very good
rendition of a fine old tune. The usual soloists turn out some

** Day After Day
* * Prelude to a Kiss

pretty good swing. Shaw dominates it all.
Richard Himber (Victor 26106 )
m

on the ensemble work and there is a fine piano solo. The bass

* * * Deep in a Dream
* Gardenias

Walkin' and Swingin'—Gene Krupa. The sax section sound good

Skinnay Ennis (Victor 26094 )

section is rather stiff and mechanical. The arrangement is pretty
poor, and like all of Krupa's things, very sensational.

*** Cornin' On
** I Can't Believe That You're in Love With Me
Art Shaw ( Bluebird 7772 )
* The Night Before Christmas
* I Kissed You in a Dream Last Night
* * Walkin' and Swingin'

Eddie Duchin
(Brunswick 8264 )
Gene Krupa

* * Since My Best Gal Turned Me Down ( Brunswick 8253 )
*** Sweet Georgia Brown
** Opus Vi
Benny Goodman Quartet (Victor 26091 )

Sweet Georgia Brown—Goodman Quartet (Piano, drums, clarinet,
and vibraphone). A fine tune to which the quartet really does
justice. Goodman's clarinet is good, but Lionel Hampton's off
beats on the vibraphone are really superb. Teddy Wilson doesn't
get much chance to show what he can do.
Opus One-Half—fast tempo and not as appealing as the other side,
but it is well rendered. Teddy Wilson makes up for lost time,
and walks off with the honors.

But the tune itself is quite

repetitious.
What Is This Thing Called Love?—Glen Gray.

Leaves me cold,

so to speak. The band plays sluggishly and without heat. The
* * * What Is This Thing Called Love
** Yours, All Yours
Glen Gray (Decca 2144)
* * * Jeepers, Creepers
*** I The Devil with the Devil Larry Clinton (Victor 26108 )

Smokehouse Rhythm—Benny Goodman. The usual clean Goodman
presentation, but the relaxation seams to be missing. Harry
James' roundhouse trumpeting isn't so hot.

*** Smokehouse Rhythm
*** Topsy

trombone solo isn't bad, but the best solo of the lot is by Pat
Davis' tenor sax, which is really nothing extra.

Benny Goodman (Victor 26107 )

** My Heart Belongs to Daddy
"Most Gentlemen Don't Like Love

Topsy—Benny Goodman. Eddie Durham's great tune and featured

Larry Clinton

by Count Basie. This is a very fine rendition. James' muted
trumpet is fine and Bud Freeman's tenor cl^prus is very good.

(Victor 26100 )

The band sounds relaxed and smooth. I'd say this is Goodman's
finest recent record by a long ways.
—LITTLETON TOUGH.
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CAbany 3161
EVERYTHING
IN
RECORDS

Aeolian

for service

complete stocks

VICTOR

RECORDS

Phone
We are doing every¬
thing- to make our
record
department
the best in this city
—best in point - of
service and unsur¬
passed in complete¬
ness of stocks • We
have all the newest
hits!

Aeolian Company of Missouri
1004 OLIVE STREET

The Girl
“who has a Book”

Gets a Book and
Loves it!

Whatever
Her taste
Is in reading
Here’s one book
She’ll really enjoy.
It’s dedicated
To her
Cigarette taste
. . . And it’s a
Volume of pleasure!

This Old Gold
Gift-book
Looks like
A rare edition.

When she opens
It up
She’ll find
Two regular
“Flat-Fifties”
Of Old Golds
(100 cigarettes).

Every pack wrapped in 2 jackets
of Cellophane; the OUTER jacket
opens from the BOTTOM.

TUNE IN

When she lights
An Old Gold
She’ll discover
The most thrilling
Chapter
In cigarette
Enjoyment.
Old Gold Christmas bookpackage now on sale at
all cigarette counters.

on Old Gold’s “Melody and Madness” with Bob Benchley, every Sunday night, Columbia Network, Coast-to-Coast

For Finer, FRESHER Flavor . . . Smoke Double-Mellow Old Golds

WASHINGTON UNVERSITY ELIOT

SMART GIRL! She swiped her
father’s 2-ounce tin, and now
they’ve got the old boy’s blessing
■—plus the world’s most bite-less
blend of sweet’n’ fragrant burleys!

TO Tl
0T GRAND

PREFERRED BY COLLEGE MEN. In a recent
survey by Self-HelpBureaus of 25representative
universities, students rated Sir Walter Raleigh
firstorsecondoutof 66 competing pipe tobaccos
at a majority of these colleges.

Tommy Dorsey and his orchestra. Every
Wednesday night, coast-to-coast, NBC Red Network.

TUNE IN

»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»»

“NO DAUGHTER OF MINE can go
with a young whippersnapper who
smokes such rank-smelling tobacco.
Clean that pipe! Switch to a mild,
tasty blend like my Sir Walter!

December, 1938
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KAMPUS KINGS
To Grace the Gold-Diggers' Ball

fetter ®f)tngg
Dec. 16-17—The Saint Louis Symphony Orchestra
will present special orchestral features.
Dec. 16-19—Of Mice and Men at the American
Theatre.
Dec. 19-20—He, a laboratory production at the
Little Theatre.
Dec. 22-23—Myra Hess, pianist, with the Saint
Louis Symphony Orchestra.
Dec. 26-31—I’d Rather Be Right at the American.
Dec. 28—Princeton Triangle Club at the Municipal
Auditorium.

Left to right—Fred Leyhe, Dick Compton, Roy Cosper, George
Kletzker, Bob Reinhardt. Ferfecky was playing basketball or
something.

Its hard to believe it, girls, but this year’s crop of
Kampus King candidates (we hope you like alitteration) is bigger and better than ever before. Take,
for instance, our first and least (5 feet 6 in.) Dick
Compton of the “rah-rah” Comptons. Dickie is all
of a twitter about his sudden rise to regal fame and
when he first heard the good news was heard to say
“Oh, wait till I tell my Daddy.”—Now there’s a
Jack what is a mouse!
Doodle Kletzker, who is as famous for his golf
as for his “skin you love to- touch,” is “mostly
scared” about the whole affair—but he says he is
very flattered too, only this is not to be printed.
Tall, blonde, and handsome Bob Reinhardt swears
that he is “ready for anything” now that the women
have voted for him for Kampus King candidate—*
(we think he means he is ready for a crowning).
If we thought he’d look as well on a throne as in a
Quad Show, we wouldn’t mind throwing in our vote.
Cosper, says he would be “very amazed” if he
should suddenly be king for a day. Well, Roy, its
being done among the best of people, and your pro¬
fessed love for the Washington U. women might
help you out.
Fred Leyhe also thinks the coeds are “very swell”
and “mighty fine” on this campus. Coming from
the track captain these words are music to the ears
of female voters.
Ferfecky won’t admit “you’ve gotta be a football
hero” in order to wear a crown—but we have an
idea it might help him pull in the votes.
Well, anyway, gals, here is the dope on the kampus
cuties. Now all you’ve got to do when you are ready
to vote is to flip a coin and save yourself a lot of
worry. Somebody’s bound to win anyway. Long
live the King!

Dec. 29-30—The Saint Louis Symphony Orchestra
will present special orchestral features.
Jan. 6-8—The Saint Louis Symphony Society pre¬
sents the Greater Ballet Russe de Monte Carlo.
Jan. 9-16—Susan and God at the American.
Jan. 13-14—Boris Golschmann, pianist, with the
Saint Louis Symphony Orchestra.
Jan. 16-23—White Oaks at the American.
Jan. 23—Anphitryon'
American.

38

with the Lunts at the

Jan. 27-28—Jascha Heifetz, violinist, with the Saint
Louis Symphony Orchestra.
Jan. 27-28—She Stoops to Conquer at the Little
Theatre.
Jan. 29—Angela is

22

at the American.
—Mary Wilson.
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Their Majesties
This month’s wrapper bears the
very appealing faces of the five
freshman ladies who polled the
greatest number of votes cast by
the five hundred male students
who flocked to the polls. Tomor¬
row, at the first prom in Eliot's
rather uncertain history, a popu¬
larity queen will be presented from
among the five candidates and
duly coronated. It will undoubt¬
edly be a gala occasion and a wo¬
man has to be popular in order to
fight her way through eighteen
other women in order to get to the
top.
But there are those who would
dim the glory which undoubtedly
belongs to the Royal One, those
who would belittle her conquest
by complaining that the sororities
campaigned for their pledges, and
such things are not becoming of
ladies. It is at this point that we
rush to the defense of the alwaysheckled female—to us the political
pressure was a welcome sight, just
another stepping stone in the
movement toward the equality of
sexes.
Most of the complaints are di¬
rected against the sororities which
tugged at masculine coat sleeves,
whispered in masculine ears, set
up cokes promiscuously, and even
displayed pictures of their candi¬
dates. The men feel that this was
outrageous. But about one week
later these very men staged the
usual class election farce — the
same printed hand-outs, the same
smelly cigars, the same blind com¬
bine voting.
We are only too happy to see
the women learning to use the con¬
ventional Washington University

WASHINGTON UNIVERSITY ELIOT

election technique — it’s another
triumph for co-education.
America on the Stump
The International Debate turn¬
ed out to be a major success, as
far as attendance and interest were
concerned. Long before England
and America took the platform to
begin the duel of words, the S.R.
O. sign had to be brought out and
Fred Haffner announced he would
see any standers about ticket re¬
funds. It was very gratifying; but
so were the proceedings of the eve¬
ning. Both sides tossed off some
good remarks and the score was
about even by the time the last re¬
buttal had been made. The Ameri¬
cans had public opinion on their
side, but the Britishers seemed to
get the bigger hand. It was a
pleasure to listen to M. Mayhew
and Noakes fondle the King’s
English, but it was as great a
pleasure to hear E. Friedrich and
Schoenbeck give straightforward
facts without pulling the punches.
It was an intellectual affair with
big words and note-taking and po¬
lite hostility of thought, but every¬
one seemed to enjoy it. Orchids

December, 19381 Dec
are in order for all those who help¬
ed show Oxford and Cambridge
that Washington may be way out
west in Missouri but it doesn’t de-;
vote all its time to mule breeding.
Concerning the Ghost
Those who saw the performance
of The Ghost of Yankee Doodle]
on Friday night have remarked:
“My, what a fine performance! j
That play was one of the finest:
things Thyrsus has put on in a
long time.” Those who saw the I
Saturday night performance will
probably remark: “My, what a
weak performance! You’d think:.
Thyrsus could do better than
that.” Fortunately, we saw both
presentations and our reactions
are just the same as those men¬
tioned above except that our re¬
marks are directed at the audience, j
not the actors.
Friday night’s presentation was
exceedingly well done and just as
well received. The audience was
made up largely of adults and offcampus people who came to
Brown Auditorium expecting to
see a problem play dealing, with
neutrality and who appreciated the
fine performances turned in by
many of the actors. Mr. Bassage,
director of the Little Theatre, said
that the Thyrsus version was even
more impressive than the original
Broadway presentation which he
saw. Much of the credit should go
to Mr. A1 Wilkinson who directed
the semi-annual, not only for the
skill with which he handled the
staging but also for the manner in
which he revised the original,
talky version. With a responsive,
mature audience to play for, Bob
Pastene, Betty Cole, Harry Gibbs,
Jean Fisher and many others turn¬
ed in fine performances and made
the drama most entertaining.
But Saturday night was very
different. Joe College arrived at
the theatre. A few fraternity cli¬
ques sat en masse, whistled at the
embraces, wisecracked during the
performance, and generally be¬
haved like a first year high school
audience. Whether these fellows
came because they thought they
were giving Thyrsus a break or

whe
a cl
pon
fact
lege
tec!
1
cou
stuc
pro
are
mai
Doi

and
pre
mai
hav
atir
wh:
Coi
Ar

list
onl
the
one
To
the
val
me
to
tha
Tb

out
the
nei
so
cer

Te

am
lar
pul
iss
I 0V<

tra
kn
wc
foi
the
wl
nil
spi

Ru
wi
fo!
po

WC

938
elpdge
out
de-'
ing.

December, 1938

whether they came because it was
a cheap 70<f date, really isn’t im¬
portant—what is important is the
fact that young men can reach col¬
lege age and still act like poly¬
technic morons.
This criticism does not, of
course, pertain to the majority of
students who conduct themselves
properly in an audience, but we
are judged by the few, not the
many. The Ghost of Yankee
Doodle was splendidly rendered
and it is our suggestion that it be
presented again in the form of a
matinee so that more students may
have the opportunity of appreci¬
ating the live, serious problem
which it presents.
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nenre- Court of Honor
:nce, i; Arno Haack—Arno is on this
list every year, and this year it is
was j only fitting that he should head
>t as ; the list for without a doubt, he is
was j one of the finest men in our midst.
off-' To Omicron Delta Kappa and to
to •: the campus Y.M.C.A., Arno is in¬
l to I valuable and the many friends and
with members of the “Y” have learned
1 the : to appreciate him more this year
by than ever before:
age, | The Ternion Girls — Puttingsaid | out a telephone directory is about
even the worst thing we can think of
final next to putting out the Eliot and
i he so as we plunk down our fifteen
d go cents we sing out their praises.
:cted [ The Eliot Girls—The October
the and November sales have been the
the | largest in the history of Eliot’s
:r in : publication and we sold out both
inal, issues before the morning was half
sive, over. We have printed a lot of ex¬
Boh tra copies this time and we just
ibbs, know that our hard working little
urn- women will sell more than ever be¬
lade : fore. We would like to remind
them of the beautiful sales trophy
very I which will be awarded to the win¬
d at ning sorority at the Medley next
cli- i spring.
: the;
■ the Rumblings at Pitt
beIt will be very interesting to
hool watch the Golden Panthers of Pitt
lows I for the next few years if the new
they I ; policy goes into effect which
k or would place the team on a strictly

WASHINGTON UNIVERSITY ELIOT

amateur basis. Pitt, one of the
great teams of the country, will
really be conducting a noble ex¬
periment for she is hoping that
other big name universities will
follow suit or else that somehow,
Sutherland will be able to continue
to pour out high-class elevens.
We can’t help feeling that there
is some kind of an analogy be¬
tween this Pitt situation and the
armament situation of the world.
It is like a great nation which is
feared and respected but which
has strong pacifistic principles, dis¬
arming in the face of a world of
heavily armed nations and still
hoping to keep her place.
Or, don’t you see the analogy?
Just Stuff
We were sitting around the
office, the other day, with nothing
to do, as usual, and so we decided
to write down a lot of things we
like and dislike.
Some of the many things we
don’t like: Low heels, finals,
snakes, faculty advisers, Roose¬
velt, piano recitals, dial telephones,
rush parties, Hatchet, street cars,
Sunday, artichokes, Hitler, bluelaws, collar buttons, barbers, win¬
ter, exercise, debutante men, swing
music, Edgar Guest, St. Louis U.,
oysters, loose garters, tight gar¬
ters, critics, school spirit, modern
art, chaperones, St. Louis, high¬
brows, lowbrows, jokes, extro¬
verts, amateur psychologists, par¬
lor games, baseball, hangovers,
politics, horse-shows, receiving

7

lines, fruit punch, Sunday School,
Dale Carnegie, Dale Carnegie,
Dale Carnegie, blind dates, stag
parties, and the American Legion.
Some of the things we’re awful¬
ly fond of: Burlesque shows,
monocles,
Englishmen,
fried
chicken, Scotch, money, women,
Eliot, airplanes, duck hunting,
Christmas, Frank Webster, Vir¬
ginia ham, Blondie, Lawrence
Tibbet, pipes, Pagliacci, elephants,
China, Anthony Eden, gossip,
Petty cartoons, the New Yorker,
fire engines, Vescovo’s, moun¬
tains, telegrams, wedding recep¬
tions, ancient history, electric
razors, Negroes, garlic, beer, gar¬
denias, suspenders, boots, horses,
raglan shoulders, New York, Or¬
son Welles, trains, zippers, mush¬
room soup, cigarettes, chamber
music, Noel Coward, hammocks,
parrots, and Hedy Lamarr.
Salesmanship
Once again we want to con¬
gratulate those Eliot salesgirls
(see column 1). But we never
knew just what salesgirls they
were until one of the boys on the
staff came tearing in with this
amazing piece of news. It seems
that one of the beauteous gals was
so enthusiastic about her work
that she chased the said staff mem¬
ber into the men’s washroom in
Givens Hall, saying, “I know I
don’t belong in here, but: Wouldn’t you like to buy an Eliot?”
Maybe there was a slight technical
error in the sales system, but it’s
the spirit that counts.
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FROM FIVE UNTIL SEVEN
Writh in Agony As You and George Sit Through Another of Those Awful Christmas "At Homes.'

by GEORGE C. SMITH

S

they’re fun. They must be. If they weren’t
nobody’d go to them. And yet they probably would any¬
way, just to be in the social whirl. Wish I wasn’t going,
though.
They said it was easy to find. Right in front of the
second lamp-post on the left. Queer the way people don’t
seem to want to show their house numbers. We probably
passed it long ago.
There. A small brick house. Too small for a big party,
if you ask me. Brown grass. The usual clumps of bushes
in strategic places. Five steps up to the door—ought to be
thirteen, the way I feel. And the doorbell—one of the kind
you can’t hear outside and always think is broken. I sup¬
pose it is ringing, though, back in the kitchen. And the
stiff little maid, in a black dress, hurrying out here to open
the door. Sometimes they are fun, really—the parties, I
mean. Never tried the maids.
Ah . . . Yes, it is a lovely day . . . outside, anyway.
Gentlemen upstairs and to the left. Which way is left when
the stairs go into reverse half-way up ? Where all the coats
are, I guess. Too many coats, and not enough room for
mine. Coats on the bed and on the dresser and the chairs
and . . . There. Some on the floor now, but at least
mine’s safe, right in the middle of the bed. Barren sort
of room. Whoever lives here must just use it for a place
to sleep between parties.
Why doesn’t that girl hurry up and come out of there ?
They can waste more time . . . Feel like a movie usher
standing here at the top of the steps." Best choice of seats
will be found in the lower balcony. Please use the first
thousand steps to the left.” Palm up, two fingers care¬
lessly extended in a general leftward direction. Or would
it have to be to the right? I’d never want to be an usher
... If she doesn’t come out soon I’ll go in there and drag
her out. I don’t care what they’d think. Probably talking
their fool heads off. I feel like a loose end. Oh, well, it’s
always the man who stands and waits . . . So, at last,
your ladyship, you condescend to make your appearance.
Now it comes. But really, sometimes they’re fun. We who
are about to die salute you . . . Amen.
Hello; happy New Year. All the way down the steps,
bumping into people one after the other. Sounds like a
train clicking along the rails, saying that idiotic sentence1
over and over. Bump, bump, bump, all the way down . . .
Really ought to know more of these people . . ,
There must be food somewhere . . . But that thing
can’t be the dining room over there, as small as that. If
there weren’t so many people in the way, I could see. It
must the dining room, though. That’s why all the people
are there. .. Pardon me, please. Sorry... very clumsy of
me. . .it’ll brush off, though. . .
ometimes

Eggnog or tomato juice? What do they think I am,
anyway? Lovely looking food, and I’m hungry. But not
more than two of these funny looking things. Lovely food
and can’t eat any. Wouldn’t be polite. And old Eagle-eye
serving the eggnog and watching the table. That must be
mama. It always is. Or else an aunt...if nobody gets
more than I did, there’ll be lots left over. Bet they pack
it away till next winter, like Christmas-tree ornaments.
Now where did she disappear to ?. . . Oh. . . Now I
guess Hell breaks loose. It’s been all right so far, not
knowing anybody in particular. But now. . ."How do you
do? Glad to know you.” That name! sounded like Miss
Oomf, but I suppose it wasn’t, "Hello. Nice seeing you
again.” Never saw him before. The city isn’t big enough to
produce all these strange people. Must import them. But
then what would all the other cities do ?
Alice isn’t saying much. Just says hello, introduces me,
and stands there. Maybe she feels the same way I do. I
hope so. . .The other room? And sit down? Certainly.
I haven’t grown used to this floorwalking business yet. . .
Good. Just two chairs left—if we can get there first. . .
They say this is the living room. Can’t be over five feet
square—anyway, it’s pretty small. And all the people in a
circle, facing each other and not saying anything. Alice
sits there, staring. If we were alone we could find plenty
to talk about. But we can’t even talk to each other here.
Looks like an Indian council fire. . .without the fire and
the peace pipe, but just about as silent. Guy in the corner
having a good time, but he’s probably tight. Smart fellow
...That Harry Somebody over there... I wonder if I
look the way he does ? I wonder if he feels the way Ido?
The eggnog isn’t anywhere near as good as the stuff
last night. Mostly foam, but how do you get it out?
Could hold the cup over my head until it fell out. Like to
see old Eagle-eye’s face if I did that. But I won’t . . .
Maybe you could rate parties according to the eggnog.
Class A, class B, and so on. That’s too much trouble,
though, and I can rate parties without it.
Certainly, I’d be glad to get a napkin. . .if I can get out
of here without stepping all over people. That’s a good
idea, however. Maybe I could get hold of just one more
of those dime-sized sandwiches while I’m around. I don’t
care what old Eagle-eye thinks. Now yvhat’s she doing?
By all that’s holy, I believe she’s offering them to me! No,
thank you, old Eagle-eye, I’ve really had all I could eat
...Oh, well, I really wasn’t hungry anyway... Pretty
smart of old Eagle-eye, at that. She knew I wouldn’t have
the nerve to take one.
Six o’clock. That means I’ll have to sit and suffer some
(Continued on page 23)
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FOR ALL ETERNITY
by M. EDWARDS BREED

taylor sat at his desk that night, dismal in the
contemplation of the picture which lay before him. It
seemed so useless now. And there was the wedding invi¬
tation, her wedding—Susan’s wedding, but he was not in
it. In fact, he was not even going to drive to New York
tomorrow; had planned business in Binghamton instead.
So his romance was dead, and another man the victor. . .
but, well, another girl will come along.
John gazed wistfully at the picture, and was preparing
to file it away with the other family photos—dead ances¬
tors, Aunt Mary’s children, Helen’s babies, and the like
—when he heard the door of his study open.
“John,” said someone sharply.
“Yes?” he answered, looking up.
“Your mother said I might come on in,” Susan added
quickly, by way of explanation. And then : “I’m in trouble.
Father didn’t get home from Syracuse today, and it’s too
late to catch a train to New York in time for the wedding
tomorrow, and-”
“You want me to drive you?”
“Yes! Do! Be a darling, even if-”
“Even if it means I actually give you to my rival?”
“Uh-huh, but well, you know how it was——” stam¬
mered Susan, fishing for an answer. “Besides, you wouldn’t
want me to miss my own wedding, would you ? Please,
John.”
John was thinking himself pretty much of an old fool
when about an hour later he found himself driving along
the Bear Mountain Highway towards New York, with
Susan on the seat beside him. It was like old times, her
being there—like the times they used to drive down to
New York for a show, and afterwards stay at her aunt’s
apartment on 185th street.
Her aunt was going to manage that wedding—her wed¬
ding—to Henry. And here he was actually driving her to
Henry. What strange tricks Fate does play! But what if

Tohn

he could make his own fate? If he could marry Susan in¬
stead of Henry. Hadn’t people always said that he and
Susan would make a perfect pair?
A chill breeze swept up from the Hudson, and Susan
moved away from the window, closer to John. Then she
said:
“Do you mind if I rest my head on your shoulder?
I’m tired.”
John felt her warm body against his arm, and her curls
touched his cheek. Just as it used to be. He moved to put
his arm around, but drew back. “No, she was Henry’s
now.” But Susan sensed the move and said softly, “Please
do, Johnny.” And so from then on he drove with one arm.
How nice it would be just to go on like this forever.
How peaceful—what a beautiful moon, what a lovely view
across the Hudson. But Susan would be Henry’s tomor¬
row, and he, John, was driving her to him—through the
night. How romantic!
Romantic? Yes—but would it not be more romantic to
steal her away? He would have to cross the river to get
to her aunt’s, but by going on down to Jersey they could
be married at Justice Thomas’. NO. That would only
make matters worse. He must deliver her to her aunt and
to her Henry. But how nice it would be to just keep on
driving like this—arm in arm—down to Eternity.
John had grown drowsy by this driving through the
night and this musing to himself, with Susan asleep on his
chest. Before he knew it, he came to that sharp turn where
the road cuts around “Devil’s Elbow” and then circles up
the hill to the bridge. Below the cliff on the left was the
river—beautiful, serene, and eternal.
There was a quick turn. Brakes caught for a moment.
Then the car lurched forward. Susan grasped John tightly
as they boated down—it seemed like floating—in the airtogether, and for all Eternity.
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To Our Dear Popularity Girls
one

of tkese lovely damsels will be crowne

A Queen tomorrow

Cute little ditties
'Bout cute little gals
By cute little Jimmy the monk

Oh May, oh May,

Miss Raymond is a D.D.D.,

Oh my, oh my,

My goodness what she does to me.

From my bosom comes a sigh.

And when she comes into your view,

Oh me, oh me,

My goodness what she'll do to you.

Oh gee, oh gee,
You're just as pretty as can be.

BEVERLY RAYMOND

DOROTHY TRACEY

HARTMANN

MAY RUESTER

JOAN, BALL

Photos hy Dave Boyd

A darling girl is Dorothy—

And this is Joany Ball,

Just as cute as cute can.be.

She's only five feet tall.

I can't express my ek-stacy,

But how the fellows fall,

When I'm with you, my dear Tracey.

For pretty Joany Ball.

Doris is a lovely maid,
As far as maidens go;
She's short and sweet
And hard to beat—
O - O - O - O - Oh !
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FORUM ON F,F
FOREWORD
Three years ago a small group of students decided that the return of
freshman rules might prove refreshing to our languid student body. For two
years that small group agitated among the student body and the influential
campus organizations for a revival of the rules which once lent so much
spirit and color to campus life. Last year a definite set of rules was finally
formulated and after a great deal of discussion as to whether they would
work "on a campus such as ours," the controlling organizations were at last
induced to indorse the program.
Now that we have observed the entire program in operation it seems
wise to record the reactions of various students and to present their criticisms
of the rules; by starting to plan for 1939 freshman rules now, we shall be
able to promulgate a longer-range program, and the various opinions which
are recorded on this page may possibly be of some assistance when O.D.K.,
Mortar Board, and Student Council undertake to revise the rules for next
year—that is, if they decide to continue them.

•

THE EDITOR.

happened on the campus this fall, something which was renewed after several years of abandon¬
ment and disrepute. And now the time has come to look
hack on the brief era of freshman rules. From a perspective,
somewhat distant and therefore more accurate, we are called
upon to judge the revived institution known as freshman
rules. I might as well admit at the offset that I am pre¬
judiced in favor of these rules; not because I think the
idea is a world-beater or because it is a necessary institution
or for any other lofty sentiment. I am in favor of them,
as I am of any other activity, with any justification, which
tends to keep the students interested enough in campus
activities to show it. The crying need on the campus today
is student participation and interest in extra-curricular
activities, activities not strictly confined to scholastic de¬
velopment. In fact, what the campus of Washington Uni¬
versity needs more than anything else is student interest in
anything at all!
The criticisms which have been leveled at the rules and
their conduct are many and a good number of them are
justified. The administration of the rules was undoubtedly
loose and inefficient. This was probably due, first and pri¬
marily, to the unwillingness of any one campus organization
to undertake the responsibility for the program; second, to
a lack of time to prepare the program; third, to the lack
of experience which the administrators found themselves
facing in dealing with such an organization; and fourth,
and by no means least, it was due to an uninterested and
half-hearted attitude on the part of practically the entire
body of upper-classmen. In spite of these handicaps, I be¬
lieve the rules generally accomplished what they set out to
do. They did produce some sense of unity, some class con¬
sciousness among the members of the freshman class, and
to some extent, they produced a sort of upper class con¬
sciousness. They did add materially to the so-called schoolspirit—of which we have entirely too little.
We should have the rules next year, and they should be
given to the Sophomore class to handle—the details of such
a sophomore organization can be worked out later. How¬
ever, there should be some supervision by Juniors, Seniors,
and groups such as O.D.K. and Student Council. But the
sophomores really should be the boys to handle the rules
(Something new

and I believe they can and will do so. There should bej>le an
of time to work out the program this year. The pet5S oui
charge of next year’s rules should be able to derivejen.
benefit from this year’s experiences. And I guess we I
have to put up with the cynical upper-class attitude
the present freshmen are upper-classmen themselveselonly
_

Sam Murphy flaw

all is
Freshman Rules were revived this year with the athe m
purpose of stimulating that elusive, intangible unlhe fei
quantity, “school spirit.” I, for one, even though a lifts th<
of that wise and fair instrument
of justice, the Freshman Court,
am ready to admit their failure.
I think they failed because they
were essentially unequal to the de¬
mands of the situation. School
spirit is a fine thing to work for,
but such an immature method as
our Freshman Rules proved to be
in theory and in practice is not the
way to attain such a spirit.
A great deal of the trouble with
Freshman Rules this year arose
when many upperclassmen took
advantage of the situation to settle
personal grudges or merely to see
freshmen squirm. Much antagon¬
ism might have been averted if de¬
mands for obedience and punish¬
ment for insubordination had been.
more temperate, if the Rules had
been enforced in a wiser and
juster fashion. If the Rules could
be worked out ideally with mature
upperclassmen commanding due
respect from obedient freshmen, they might haverequei
value. But again, if such a spirit of cooperation tf uppe
there would be no need for such extraneous influerashmai
Freshman Rules. My point is that these Rules do wcltle u
school spirit, which I see as a feeling of enthusiast! hun:
operation among all students. Rather, they make for a|
of class rivalry, a disorganizing rather than an integer th;
factor.
jjnian.
It seems to me that the proper way to promote its ar
spirit is to assimilate the new students as quickly as poll of c
to make them feel at home, see themselves as a part true t
university, rather than ridiculous and ignorant outftegu
But our Freshman Rules, instead of being a const!
means to such an end, seem to be destructive in effect. I
in intent.
ce I'ir
As I see it, these Rules were a childish way of gjjnien
at a mature problem. School spirit, that eagerness toftat tl
together, to think, feel and fight as one body, is somft fres
not to be impressed on the freshmen by swats, black to up
ings and market baskets. It is something to be instilM the
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PHMAN RULES
Id belle and tradition. We must first feel cooperative and
e P&5S our cooperation before we can exact it of the
lerivenen.
Dorothy Moore.
s we
@
tituda I
elvesMonly criticism I have to offer of the sanctified body of
'HY 1 law by which the freshmen were insufferably harried
all is that enforcement of the rules was one-sided,
die athe masculine element, generally speaking, persecuted
: unite feminine element of the freshman class.
i a nyas the woman who paid. It was she who strained her
aching lungs for the jeering
crowds of the Quad. It was she
who racked her weary limbs, after
a day of trudging over the campus
weighted down with a market bas¬
ket, to propitiate the stern lesser
god who commanded, “Button!"
It was she who had to sacrifice her
self-respect and modesty in braz¬
enly greeting every upperclassman
she met, whether he decided to re¬
spond or not. It was she who for¬
feited some of her greatest oppor¬
tunities for becoming popularity
queen by refusal to “jelly” on the
Quad.
Above all, it was she who had
to pay the price of,lost beauty for
breaking a rule. Much of the color
of university life was surrendered
—pink healthy cheeks, bright eyes
enhanced by long, darkened lashes,
and ruby or carmine or russet or
suntan (the local dealer will be
glad to give you an itemized list)
have requently disappeared before the Inquisitionary penalon ef upperclassmen.
fluenishman rules, except for special penalties of which
lo Koittle use was made, seem to have been planned for the
isiastl: humbling or developing of the class spirit of girls
for
ntegier than this one criticism and these few words, I, as
liman, have no further abuses to hurl. On the whole
ote dp are a likely thing; and concerning the alleged prois pol of class spirit, for once the allegation is true to life
lart true that in the future freshmen may attempt a few
outs regulations in return. Is it possible ?
instil
Jackie Davis, A Freshman,
feet.
•
ce I’m new here and yet I’m not a freshman, I thought
of gijnion might be worth more if I asked other people
;s tothat thought of freshman rules.
soni® freshman girls said they liked being required to
ack to upperclassMEN (they interpreted this literally and
nstilM the girls.) The freshman boys liked being able to

tell that the cute blonde across the library table wasn’t a
senior and six years older, before they tried to make a date.
The upperclass girls liked keeping Quad jellying to them¬
selves and the upperclass boys liked being hello’d to.
All the freshmen said they were glad the rules were in
force this year. (One even reported she thought it was a lark
to wear black stockings), and they are all just dying to be
in on the enforcement of the rules next year. The upper¬
classmen wished there had been freshman rules when they
were new to the Hill, and enjoyed seeing the suffering this
year. Really, the rules seem to be about the most popular
things on campus next to Eliot and Dick Yore.
There was one major objection besides a few minor items,
such as: better cooperation by upperclassmen, less lenient
(yes, really!) punishments; omission of paddling as a
punishment for boys; reprimands for campus big shots.who
wouldn’t speak back; leaving the sophs out of it or leaving
everything to sophs; more publicity about rules; and com¬
plete control by Lock and Chain. There was only one major
problem that really seems to threaten failure to- the whole
venture and that is those hats which the girls had to wear.
They just weren’t becoming. Don’t misunderstand—the
girls don’t want to go hatless. They need some badge as
an excuse for speaking to those upperclassMEN. All that
they want is a little redesigning. About a third of the girls
would be content with tops just like the boys. A few more
believe that red caps for brunettes and green ones for blondes
and red heads would be most becoming.
A brim is also in demand for next year’s hats to shade
poor freshmen from the sun at those first games. Swirls
of ostrich tips were suggested by one coquette who may not
have been sincere.
The future of freshman rules is at stake—and the least
campus authorities should do is to call in Suzy and Agnes
on consultation.
Cordelia See.
®

Freshman rules were great fun for me. I’ve found that
watching freshman boys being spanked is a very amusing
diversion. And to see freshman girls wearing stockings that
are an insult to their usual fastidiousness is equally divert¬
ing. I’ve gotten more lasting relief from studies and lec¬
tures by watching these demonstrations than by using cokes
and cigarettes. Furthermore, these sights don’t seem to hurt
my health.
Ahd this innovation of having the sophomores enforce
the freshman rules makes the procedure all the more enjoy¬
able. I can smile while lowly sophomores and freshman
exchange bitter taunts and blows for reasons which no one
really understands. I can remain above the squabblings
caused by the freshman rules. My own well-being is not in
the least disturbed. Instead of my having to sweat so that
freshmen will be good, sophomores have been thoughtfully
sacrificed for the purpose. I don’t have to work at all where
freshmen rules are concerned. I’m just an interested spec¬
tator, who can laugh at it all.
(Continued on page 20)
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MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING
by WALLY MEAD
SCENE: A suite of -offices occupied by the staffs of a popular
college magazine and an almost forgotten year-book, known as
the Scratched Among the debris, one is able to make out a long
table with several unidentified strangers asleep on it, a desk cov¬
ered with Coca-Cola bottles, a colony of artists doing mural work,
and a janitor vainly struggling to recapture the dean's favorite
swivel chair from seven members of the editorial board.
TIME: Exactly two weeks after the dead-line for all copy.

As

the curtain rises, two assistant editors are
driving the entire Scratchet Staff into one cor¬
ner with iron pipes torn from the ceiling. Some of
them are severely injured. Big-Chief Blotchner en¬
ters through a rear window.

be sure . . . And you guys! Did you bring those
articles exposing the W.S.G.A. ?
Smythe and Mudd are busy taking all the light
bulbs out of their sockets. They merely chortle and
pretend not to hear.
Blotchner: (almost beside himself with rage) The
articles! WAHH! THE ARTICLES! HAVE
YOU GOT THE darn ARTICLES?
Smythe and Mudd: (gleefully pitching the bulbs
at the Scratchet staff) Nope.
Blotchner: (softening) Oh well, that’s all right,

ONOERWVND

Blotchner: Please, fellows. This is serious. We go
to press tomorrow. Anybody here seen Louise
Lampost ?
Staff in Unison: Who? We mean, whom?
Blotchner: (gesticulating frantically) Louise
Lampost!
Staff in Unison: What’s that?
Blotchner: The associate editor!
Enter the Cub Staff, dressed in rompers.
Blotchner: Ahhhh! The Cubs! Get to work tear¬
ing up old newspapers! When you finish that, empty
all the wastebaskets on the floor . . . Makes it look
more like an office.
Enter the Three Stooges, each carrying a small
roller-top desk and a stenographer. Their names are
Smythe, Gottrocks, and Mudd.
Blotchner: Hey, Gottrocks! Here’s Newwangler’s
latest cartoon. See if you think it’s funny.
Gottrocks takes one look at it and bursts into
hysterics. Blotchner crumples the drawing into a
neat little ball and throws it at the Scratchet Staff.
Blotchner:' That’s what I thought, but I couldn’t

Photo

SERVICE

fellas. Don’t feel bad about it. Tra la la la la la la la.
Tra la la la la la.
A large bearded gentleman enters, carrying a
shot-gun.
Large Bearded Gentleman: (glowering menac¬
ingly) Who’s the--—that writes this here gossip colyum?
A grotesque individual dressed in a monkey suit
emerges from the top drawer of the filing cabinet.
Grotesque Individual: I do. Don’t you think I’m
smart ?
The large bearded gentleman fires point-blank,
killing him (or her) instantly.
Large Bearded Gentleman: (stalking out of office)
Hmmmphh! Hereafter spell my name with an e.
Blotchner: Gosh. That, was our last columnist.
The Three Stooges throw the body into the
Scratchet office while the other staff members look
on in silence. Blotchner, no longer able to control
himself, leaps to the top of his desk and begins kick¬
ing typewriters through the transom.
(Continued on page 24)
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BE GLAD TO. FIRST, WE MAKE OUR SHIP
MODEL IN PARTS, THEN FOLD SFARS, HULL,
SAILS, AND OTHER UNITS TOGETHER SO THEY
FASS THROUGH THE BOTTLE NECK LIKE THIS.
EACH PART HAS A STRING RUNNING
..
OUTSIDE TO THIS BOARD.

MOURE GETTING AN EXACT SCALE
MODEL MADE OF AN OLD TIMBER
<
FROM MV GRANDFATHER'S CLIPPER
SHIR IT'S THE ONLY THING LEFT
,

J

NOW, BESIDES THIS PIPE OF HIS ^rv^ouMUST
—

'
_
HOW
WONDERFUL/;

-'

„

//
/

'm "

GETALOT
MORE PLEASURE
SMOKING THAT
\ PIPE THAN TOUR
GRANDFATHER

HA/ HA/ THAT'S RIGHT/ ,
BEFORE THE CATS OF
<
PRINCE ALBERT, I GUESS
THEY DIDN'T KNOW WH/~
A MILD/ TASTY SMOKE
WAS LIKE

WE MODERN
PIPE-SMOKERS
OWE A LOT TO
PA.™ THERE'S
NO OTHER

WHAT I WANT IN A PIPE
TOBACCO \$ JU5T WHAT I GET
IN PRINCE ALBERT-A COOL,
MELLOW SMOKE FULL OF RIPE,'
RICH TASTE BUT NO BITE

TOBACCO
LIKE IT/

.DID'

Copyright, 1938, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co.

P. A. MONEY-BACK OFFER- Smoke 20 fragrant pipe¬
fuls of Prince Albert. If you don’t find it the mellowest,
tastiest pipe tobacco you ever smoked, return the
pocket tin with the rest of the tobacco in it to us at
any time within a month from this date, and we will
refund full purchase price, plus postage. (Signed)
R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, Winston-Salem, N.C.

NEXT, WE UNFOLD THE SHIP INSIDE THE
BOTTLE BY PULLING THESE STRINGS, WHICH
BECOME THE RIGGING. ANY PART CAN EE
set in place by Adjusting its string
OUTSIDE ON THE BOARD
^
_

SO
MILD!

Fringe

Albert
THE NATIONAL
JOY SMOKE

pipefuls of fragrant tobacco in
every 2-oz. tin of Prince Albert

She had a lovely accent

See the little bug

And a very naughty figure,

Nestle in the rug.

So moviedom imported her

How happy he must be,

To make its income bigger.

To live so ruggedly.

But just when they had found some plots
To match her type, cruel fate
Injected censors and the star
Was stranded at the gate.
So now she gets her massive checks
While sad execs bemoan it,
And when they see her naughty shape,
They wish she’d never grown it.

-L. W. T.

-C. T.
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SUNRISE
The Sun Was Surprised and So Will You Be With All These Strange Goings-On.
by JOHN A. LEWIS

(( A

RE y°u ready, gentlemen?” said Shelby, as if it
Okwere a business matter that needed brisk action.
Henry Nelson nodded. He looked neither to right or
left, his eyes fastening themselves on the box tendered by
Shelby.
Henry watched, as if from a remote distance, the hand,
his hand it was, though it didn’t seem possible, as the
fingers closed on the duelling pistol’s silver mounted butt.
The fringe of lace at his cuff brushed over the polished
hard wood stock, forming a still-life of snow and brown
and silver that seemed strangely beautiful. He withdrew
it, feeling a satisfaction, absurd, he realized, at the steadi¬
ness of the slender blue veined fingers.
Hammel’s coarse square hand crossed his vision, lifting
the twin from its silken bed. The box was empty, a lover’s
couch, bereft. Unamused, Henry smiled at the thought.
“Toward the ground, gentlemen,” came the clipped
tones of Hammel’s second. Henry let the muzzle fall. The
grass was green; a beautiful brightness of color beneath
his square toed shoes. Everything, this morning, was like
that. Sounds and sights and smells etching themselves on
his senses; assuming an unnatural preciseness of form and
shape and color.
Spots of wetness darkened his shoe tips; dew from the
early morning grass cast up in a tiny shower from the
bent back blades under his feet.
He moved, still at that remote distance from himself,
to the center of the glade.
He lowered his eyes as he approached Hammel, the
shufif, shuff, of their footsteps beating in his ears. We’re
in step, he thought. That's strange. But perhaps not so
strange either.
A gentle wind caught Hammel’s white stock for an
instant, flicking it up on his chin, making a contrasting
frame of white for the sun tanned impassive face.
Their steps overcame distance; the white stock was
next to him now, the lace pattern clear to his eyes. Then,

with no word from the seconds, they swung around, moved
toward each other till their backs brushed.
Touch of his opponent’s shoulder blade tingled the
nerves in Henry’s back, sending an odd little thrill
through him—a sensation independent of his will, Under¬
neath the stretched silk breeches Hammel’s buttocks rub¬
bed his, the cloth’s rustling coming faintly but distinctly
to his ears.
In the east the sun’s edge, a narrow line of reddish yel¬
low, broke over the earth’s rim, half dispersing the misti¬
ness, tinging roseatly the shredded clouds in the dawn sky.
The crisp voice again: “Your instructions, gentlemen.
This is an affair of honor, to be conducted according to
principles observed on such an occasion. Mr. Nelson seeks
satisfaction, for cause privately known, of Mr. Hammel.
A blow has been given, challenge accepted. In a case of
this kind the Code Duello directs that ...”
The words became jumbled meaningless sounds to
Henry, phrases breaking into his consciousness at inter¬
vals . . . “such case, three shots” . . . “second may
shoot his principal’s opponent” . . . “fifteen paces” . . .
“on the word ‘fire,’ discharge.” Henry could hear, then,
the muffled discharge, thunder breaking from the flame-lit
mushrooming muzzle smoke, then spreading through the
woods, losing itself echoing among the trees . . .
The voice repeated: “Are you ready, gentlemen ?”
Then, in an unvarying toneless line, “One” . . . Henry’s
legs were pulling his body after them. Hammel’s white
stock, staining brightly red ... or was it hisf
“Two” ... Be deliberate, squeeze the trigger, don’t
jerk. Sight at his head.
“Three” ... A round black hole in the tanned fore¬
head. Hammel swaying, swaying in the breeze.
“Four” . . . “Jennie, the fellow insulted you; and
me. I must go through with it"’—foolish stitlted sentence,
like a line in a play.
(Continued on page 23)
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WHAT AILS US?
A very common-sense discussion of the ills which beset the Hilltop.
by MELVIN MARX

As

a major institution of higher learning Wash¬
ington University is making a miserable record.
Not scholastically—its faculty is among the very
best in the Midwest and its standards are supposed¬
ly among the highest in the country. Not athletic¬
ally—its teams are as a rule reasonably successful
and despite chronic complaints its present football
squad is well respected and gives much promise of
future development. How then? Allow me to cite
an example or two.
Recently I went to the Thyrsus English XVI
plays. Most of the one hundred and fifty or two
hundred people in the auditorium were adults. I
doubt whether there were fifty students present who
were not connected in some way with the produc¬
tions. Contrast this meagre turnout with the sup¬
port which the average high school gives its stu¬
dent plays. And yet the acting and writing were
entirely adequate, neither better nor worse than I
had expected.
A week or two previously I had dropped in on a
Campus “Y” forum program on which Professor
Usher of the History Department was to discuss
the Czechoslovakian crisis. Less than a month be¬
fore, Europe—and the world—had apparently been
closer to war than at any time since the last armis¬
tice, and here was an opportunity to hear a recog¬
nized authority speak on the subject. How many
students showed up?1 Thirty would, I believe, be an
extremely liberal estimate. The Chancellor of the
University was there, but only thirty of the several
thousand people on the campus thought enough of
the program to attend.
For this sad state of affairs our so-called “campus
leaders” usually blame the student body. They stress
its sluggishness, its indifference, its aloofness. They
hold responsible that great undigested mass of in¬
active students who ordinarily remain on the campus
just long enough to attend classes and labs and to
gain, in some rare cases, a nodding acquaintanceship
with the library. Sometimes, too, campus bigwigs
blame the administration. Occasionally they even
blame the faculty. They blame everybody, in fact,
except themselves.
Now I think that some of the responsibility—
probably the major share of it—ought to be laid
upon their shoulders. As a member in good standing
of the much-abused group of inactive students, I
contend that all of it should not be heaped upon our
defenseless heads. I resent the implication that we
simply do not care. I object to the smug assumption
that everything possible or necessary is being done

to make campus activities and their support inviting
to us, and I base my objection not, I hope, on mere
wishful thinking, but on certain definite and wellestablished facts.
For example, I went to the Thyrsus plays more
out of sheer curiosity than anything else, why?
Because no one had ever talked Thyrsus to me,
had scarcely, in fact, even mentioned it. Why ? Be¬
cause routine stories in Student Life and drab an¬
nouncements on scattered posters are ridiculously
impotent in the matter of arousing student interest.
Why ? Because, in short, nothing had ever made me
want to go to a Thyrsus production, or made me
really feel that perhaps I was missing something by
staying away.
Hatchet, likewise, is notoriously undersupported.
I think the fault there is with the general policy
employed in trying to boost sales. Instead of con¬
centrating so exclusively upon the dollars and cents
type of salesmanship, Hatchet editors might devote
some attention to the more essential problem of
really selling their yearbook ; selling it, that is by
first figuratively awakening genuine interest and de¬
sire. But despite the microscopic percentage of stu¬
dents whose pictures appear in the book, little effort
is apparently made to obtain a fuller and more ade¬
quate representation. The attitude seems to be, here
we are, come and get your pictures taken if you want
to. And the result, of course, is poor sales and a
high price.
■The change this year in the time of distribution
of Student Life is still another incident by which
those who pull the campus strings have given evi¬
dence of their disregard of what might be called
student welfare. Now I do not pretend to know why
the paper has been appearing at twelve noon instead
of at ten-thirty, as in the past, and it may well be
that the change was necessary and entirely justified.
But whatever the reason, the practical effect has un¬
doubtedly been to reduce its circulation among those
very students who need it most, namely those who
leave for home immediately after their eleven-thirty
classes and who are unwilling, or perhaps unable, to
wait an extra half hour just for a copy. And thus
is removed one of the few things that bind them,
however loosely, to campus life. A small matter in
itself perhaps, but surely indicative of the prevailing
tendencies.
Closely allied to this question of campus leader¬
ship and its failure to break down student indiffer¬
ence is the matter of social distinctions raised prim(Continued on page 24)

18

WASHINGTON UNIVERSITY ELIOT

(We thought there was something wrong this month, and there
was — Jimmy the Monk cheated! He was too lazy to dig up any
real dirt, so he just opened his Ternion and — well, here's the
result. Ed. Note)

R

uth Stock and Turner Alfrey a real combina¬
tion . . . they were seen last Saturday night en¬
tering a well-known downtown, food emporium and
our scouts inform us that they absolutely were not
hungry and when asked to order all they said to the
waiter was: “All we want is each other” . . . now,
now, Turner! . . . What was Inez Hollingsworth
doing with Roy Urquhart’s pin when all of us know
very well that she is engaged to Sanford Tuthill . . .
it looks like a nasty triangle . . . Ruth Schmoll is
definitely that away about that dapper Brooklyn so¬
cial lion, Ray Charnas ... it must be his Smooth
eastern accent which done it . . .
Sounds in the night: the wolves are howling in
Vescovo’s—the reason—why it’s that beautiful
Marie Doenges who has all the local bar flies buzz¬
ing . . . the rumors about a rift between those high
school sweethearts—Pauline Tversky and Theodore
Kretzmann—should definitely be quashed . . . they
see more of each other than ever before ... It looks
like the middle aisle for Dorothea Bumann and Wil¬
bur Burmeister . . . Fredric Kettlekamp has that look
in his eyes everytime he sees Orpha Kern . . . it’s
really hearts and flowers, this time ... We wonder
who that vivacious red head Sam IClebanoff was seen
with at the Golden Lily last
Saturday night . . . SterlingYoung still holding his own
at the Cadillac Club . . Bruce
Kjar missed his meal after
the Phi Mu hayride ... we
suspect foul play . . . “Peach¬
es” Zbaren is probably the
reason . . .
George Basham is certain¬
ly walking on air since he
met Margaret Dassler, that
chic little bundle of heaven
from Webster . . . Mary
Mangelsdorf is still sighing
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for Drew Luten . . . only last Tuesday we saw them
at Candlelight sipping one coke with two straws . . .
suddenly a third party arrived, none other than good
old Salvatore Zucchero, who inserted his own straw
thus interfering with the happy love birds . . . now
was that cricket, Salvatore? . . . Marion Milkes is
the reason why Silas Gilmore Ramsey forgot to do
his trigonometry last Saturday morning . . . now
let’s get down to business, Silas . . .
We were very suspicious when Arline Pillisch told
her date, Joseph Boccio, that she had a severe head¬
ache and wanted to go straight home from the Mili¬
tary Ball and so we followed . . . sure enough Arline
did not have a headache . . . instead, no sooner had
Joseph gone than John Blefko drove up in his new
phaeton and whistled shrilly . . . Arline climbed
down the drain pipe and Johnny whisked her away
into the night . . . Opal Dempsey has finally gotten
Nicholas Dimaria into her clutches after all these
years, thus putting to an end all those nasty rumors
which have been circulating concerning their going
pffffft! . . .
News of the Gold Diggers Ball: Alwien . Dierl
and Audrey Kittel fought it out tooth and nail over
who should take William Pemberton to the shin-dig
. . . finally the girls decided to solve it all with a very
lady-like game of craps . . . poor little Audrey lost
. . . we bet they were loaded . . . Our nomination for
the outstanding couple at the
dance is Robert Ogawa and
Ruby Ogle . . . not a coyer
couple was to be found any¬
where on the floor ... Of all
things Henry Kronsbein
Oetting, whom we would
have trusted like a brother,
actually stood up cute little
Virginia
Uhlmansiek . . .
Overheard on the floor:
Svetlana Netchvolodoff say¬
ing- to Takeshi Nishijima—•
“I don’t know anyone whom
^Continued on page 20)
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THE INSPIRATION OF ASHLEY BENTHURST
by WALTER W. MEAD

A

was a very idealistic young
man. As such, he was something of a burden
to his friends and relatives. But he was also a very
nice young man, and nobody objected strenuously.
Somehow or other he managed to pay the rent for
his studio apartment on Prentiss Avenue. Mean¬
while he struggled along, painting furiously during
the day and consuming large quantities of gin dur¬
ing the night. His model was also his mistress. Plis
friends were also his enemies. And being the kind
of man who feels rather than thinks, his idle mo¬
ments were often plagued with fits of melancholy.
One beautiful April morning in the year 1927,
Ashley got up after a desperate night of pleasureseeking and felt the urge of springtime in his veins.
He wanted to get away from the great ugly sprawl¬
ing city. Pie wanted grass-covered hills and woods
and clear cool streams to wash his face in. Pie felt
dirty, inside and out. It was time, he thought, for
spring house-cleaning.
shley Benthurst

®

@

e

Shadow Rock is located several miles below
Queenston, at a beautiful bend in the river. It stands
there like the mossy facade of some mediaeval cha¬
teau rising from the waters of its moat. Several
dwarfed and twisted trees cling to its steep surface.
Ashley had seen the rock once before in his early
childhood. Its gaunt majesty had impressed him,
and he had never forgotten it. And on this spring
morning he set out to paint it, to lose himself before
its vastness, to submerge for a while his own insati¬
able ego in the contemplation of its rugged beauty.
Sitting there on the opposite bank of the river,
he dabbed at the canvas, with his paint rag, and put
his brush aside. What was the use of painting it,
he wondered. Wasn’t it beautiful enough the way
it was? How could he hope to improve on the work
of God? And what was the object? To win a little
fame for himself, that was all. Others could paint
it. Others could come and write poems about it.
But he’d be content just to look at it; just to lean
back and say, “I like it.” Art was vanity. Men
wrote their poems and painted their pictures not be¬
cause they had a loftier appreciation of beauty, but
because they wanted other men to admire them' for
their achievements. And now, sitting there in the
spring sunshine, gazing at the mighty rock, it all
seemed insignificant.
Then something happened. Ashley had been lost
for a long time in his idle contemplation of the rock,
and the waters around it, and the white clouds that
drifted over its summit. How long, he didn’t know.

Perhaps he had fallen asleep. Perhaps not. For
Ashley could dream while awake. All artists can.
His reverie was suddenly interrupted by a soft
voice behind him. Ashley turned and stared into the
eyes of a girl. She wore a wreath of daisies about
her temples, and in her hand she carried a slender
wand. But aside from this, she stood there complete¬
ly revealed, naked and beautiful in the sunlight.
Ashley was used to the flabby nudity of his models.
But here was something more exquisite than flesh.
And when she laughed, her voice seemed musical
and far away. It came from everywhere and yet
from nowhere.
“Come with me,” she said, and danced away.
Ashley followed the nymph as if in a dream.
Sometimes he seemed to be flying, and great ex¬
panses of landscape flew past beneath him. He en¬
tered a great white cloud and seemed to recognize
the faces of many old companions, long since dead.
They smiled as he passed, and one of them called
his name. But he didn’t stop. He couldn’t. Some
force was driving him on. He must follow the
nymph wherever she went. He loved the nymph,
but with a strange new kind of love. She was naked
and beautiful, but he felt no passion for her.
Then he was walking in a field of wild flowers.
Butterflies flitted about in the sunshine. A thrush
sang from a great oak that stood alone in the
meadow. And from the very heart of it, the girl
stepped out. She began to dance with incredible
grace, flinging herself high in the air and racing
over the fields, hardly touching her feet to the grass.
She plucked a little cluster of marigolds, and dancing
close to Ashley, placed them in his hand. He reached
out his arm toward her, but, laughing, she bounded
away. She danced with gay abandon, and finally,
as though exhausted, threw herself down among the
flowers. Ashley approached her, and lo, she was up
and away. If he pursued, she danced the faster.
At last, with a musical laugh, she disappeared into
the woods. Ashley was left alone to wonder. For
a long time he waited there, staring at the spot where
she had vanished, hoping she would come again.
Then he placed the marigolds in the pocket over his
heart and went down to the bank of the river.
The sun was sinking, and the great rock cast its
shadow over the spot where Ashley had been sitting.
He stared dumbly at the canvas, still puzzled by his
strange experience. And as he stared, he became
aware of something remarkable. There on the can¬
vas . . . instead of those crude preliminary smears . . .
was a great work of art, a masterpiece. There was
the rock, with the sun pouring down on it, and the
little clouds drifting over its summit . . . the whole
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scene just as he had always wanted to paint it . . .
the scene that had lived in his memory all those
years since he had first looked upon it.

•

•

•

Ashley won the Academy award that year, and
left immediately for Paris. Since then, of course,
he has become one of the world’s most distinguished
painters. The critics are saying that he did more than
any other living man to save art from falling into
decay; that he created new forms of beauty when
the old ones had been all but abandoned. The high¬
brow element pretends to read something into his
works . . . something cosmic, something super¬
natural. But Ashley has grown rather noncommittal
of late.
Of course he’s still a man of feeling, and as such,
something of a sentimentallist. Among his treasures
is a little newspaper clipping that tells of his first
triumph:
“The prize painting, ‘Shadow Rock’, by Ashley
Benthurst, is strongly suggestive of the later works
of Stephen Crawford, great landscape artist who dis¬
appeared in 1911. Shadow Rock is the great cliff
located several miles south of Queenston, and it is
a strange coincidence that Mr. Crawford is believed
to have ended his life, along with his alleged para¬
mour, Adrianova, beautiful Polish ballet dancer, at
this very spot which Mr. Benthurst has chosen for
his painting.”
And he has a little jewel box on his dresser, along
with a comb and a pair of military brushes, and
locked inside is a bunch of withered marigolds.

FORUM ON FRESHMAN RULES
(Continued from page 13)

Yes, for me, freshman rules are a safe and enjoy¬
able pastime.
Louis Gottschalk.

•
The attempt to revive freshman rules at Washing¬
ton during the past year was not successful in several
respects, all of which, I think, may be traced to one
general deficiency which I shall point out later.
Specifically, the rules failed in these ways: First,
the freshmen felt that their application represented
a feeling of antagonism on the part of the upperclass student body toward the first year students.
Their response, naturally, was not of a cooperative
nature. They protested that the penalties affixed by
the freshman court on offenders were both too severe
and inconsistently applied. They objected also to the
fact that they were forced to “button” to upperclass¬
men other than seniors —a contradiction to the pro¬
visions of the rules as set forth in the freshman
“bible.” Another point of disagreement and confu¬
sion resulted from the question of whether or not the
buttoning rule could be enforced by upperclass wo¬
men on freshman men, and vice-versa.
The general deficiency in the entire program, that
which was responsible for these failings, was the lack
of sufficient previous planning by those conducting
the rules revival, and a similar lack of organization
after the program went into effect. The misunder¬
standings on the part of the freshmen concerning the
purpose of the rules—to stimulate school spirit—
could have been averted if efforts had been made to
acquaint them with this purpose before the rules
actually went into effect. The same is true of other
confusing features of the rules—such as the button¬
ing question. And the objections to overly severe
and inconsistent penalization of offenders might not
have arisen if those responsible for the plan had
worked out and made available to the freshmen—
and to the rest of the school a system including more
specific penalties and methods of prosecution. I sug¬
gest that more organization and planning and more
specific provisions be included in the rules program
next year.
John Lewis.

•

•

•

MONKEY CHATTER
(Continued from page 18)

I’d like to dance on my feet better, Takie” . . .
There is absolutely no truth to the rumor that
Katherine Farquhar has accepted the pin of Carl
Feichtinger . . . Carl is still plenty kitchy-koo over
Phyllis Flandermeyer . . . Margaret Pigg is no long¬
er going with Ed Schweickhardt but is now inter¬
ested in dapper Schierlow Van Deusen . . . Virginia
Ann Shoup has given David Siffer the gate and is
now the one and only of Leonard Nuttall . . . boy,
that’s what we call Shoup to Nuttall . . .
Jimmy.
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Don’t try to kid me! He’s the Fuller Brush Man!”

‘

Eliot wishes to announce that the more presentable
members of its staff will consider any invitations to social
functions being given during the coming holiday season.
Bids may be placed in the Eliot box, number 147.
ifr

rfi

While we’re on the subject, y/e’d like to announce that
Eliot has secured a staff of “escorts.” These completely
sober, impeccably attired young men will be rented out to
sororities to dance with the unpopular sisters. Larger girls
require two escorts. The charge is five dollars per evening,
seven-fifty if sweet nothings must be whispered into ears.
We have rented these boys out to several dances already
and the Thetas were especially pleased with service ren¬
dered.
*

s;-

Eliot has asked Santa Claus to bring Prof. McClure a
new idea, not necessarily original.
%

%

%

We nominate to the Hall of Fame:
Launcelot M. Skurtz, ’44, who has faithfully attended
all the Frosh orientation meetings, participated in the
Frosh-Soph battle, and actually took a date to the Mixer.

Loreli B. Boogiesnatchel, ’34, who has sold more tickets
for Little Theatre, Thyrsus, the Gold-digger’s Ball, and
the Engineers’ Banquet than all the S.A.E. pledges com¬
bined.
Aristophanes I. Blugewater, the pride of Podunk, Ark.,
who has withstood the onslaught of the Phi Delts for
nearly three (3) months and doesn’t like to ride on band¬
wagons.
Arabella Q. Twitch, just plain college, who can walk
the length of the library Arcade without a blush while
half the commerce school and 99 44-100% of the lawyers
are lined up on the steps.
i |
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Now it’s Christmas time and all that we
can’t help feeling that we should sort of
break down a little and get into the spirit
of brotherly love and good fellowship. So
we’ve actually sent a present to the whole
Student Life staff and we sincerely hope
that every time they wear it they will think
of us. We figure that it’s the only noose
they’ll get this year.

He's going to grow up to go to war?
No—he’s never going to grow up at all. If an¬
other war comes, he and his mother and thousands
upon thousands like them are going to "die in
■ •

7y

ac lon'
more horrible, more futile, and more lasting in its
"Impossible!” you say. "They’re non-combat- harm than the last?
ants.” Don’t be silly-there’U be no such thing as
TjW h ,
,0 JeciJe,
non-combatants in the next war.
What to do about it
Wide-cruising submarines, and bombing planes
will laugh at front lines. Incendiary bombs dropped
Today with talk of a coming war heard every-'
from planes will set entire cities on fire. There will where, Americans must stand firm in their deter¬
be no haven, no sanctuary, no safety. Everyone will mination that the folly of 1914-1918 shall not occur
suffer.
again. World Peaceways, a non-profit organization
for
public enlightenment on international affairs,
And for what? Glory—where was it in the last
feels that intelligent efforts can and must be made
war?
toward a secure peace. To this end you can do your
Victory—where was it in the last peace?
share to build up a strong public opinion against
With that cruel lesson still fresh in mind, is an¬ war. Write today to World Peaceways, 103 Park
other war to be forced upon us—a war infinitely Avenue, New York City.

December, 1938

23

WASHINGTON UNIVERSITY ELIOT

SUNRISE
(Continued from page 9)

peare? No. ‘A coward dies a thousand deaths, the
brave man, one’ . .. a thousand deaths in thirty
seconds, or was it thirty centuries?
“Six” .. . like getting hit with a club, they said,
a blackening of the senses... a dark cloud rushing
in.. .‘A coward dies a thousand deaths’ . . . must
stop thinking. He shut out everything but the words
themselves, admiring Shelby’s flat tone and rounded
precise enunciation. “Seven . . . Eight. . . Nine ..."
They hung eternally in his ears, each one gathering
there and waiting for its follower to push it aside,
and wait, in turn, for the next.
“Fifteen”... a long wait, long, then “Fire!"
Shelby’s voice turned upward on the last word, de¬
stroying the levelness.
Time stopped a year. A plover whistled ; the clar¬
ity of its note floated to him through the grayish
morning air. The breeze ceased suddenly; trees be¬
came silent, their leaves hanging motionless, waiting.
Henry turned. The head, he thought, sight at the
head. He raised his arm slowly, wondering at the
reflection of himself that was Hammel, forty yards,
a hundred miles away. Lord, the man was slow.
Then Hammel’s arm shortened into a hand curved
around pistol butt, and the pistol’s dark eye was
watching him. It expanded, a circle of black, filling
his vision .. .
Fie squinted along the barrel. A ray of sun re¬
flected from the polished metal into his eye, hinder¬
ing his aim. He squeezed evenly . . .
“Cut! For Chrissakes! Nelson, snap out of it.
Don’t stand there with your face like a frozen fish!
It’s a duel, see? This guy’s shooting at ya, see? With
a gun. You’re gonna get killed, maybe. Can’t you
get that through your head You gotta be the guy,
see?”
Joe Sterns threw his cigar angrily to the ground,
his face black. He stamped a fat leg and cursed.
“My God! Why can’t I get an actor!”

•

•

•

Tomorrow I’ll put a candle on your grave, or what¬
ever it is they do.
Goodbye, Miss Oomf. Lovely meeting you. We'll
probably see you again sometime. Oh, you do? Well,
Texas is a long way off . . . thank goodness . . .
Goodbye, Harry Somebody. Awfully nice to have
seen you here. Oh, yes, with all these parties on
we’re bound to run into you somewhere. And good¬
bye, old Eagle-eye. Such lovely food. It certainly
did look swell. I hope you're never in charge of any
restaurants that I might stumble into in the future.
And goodbye, charming young hostess. Goodbye,
and God bless you . . AVhat?. . . Oh, really, we can’t
do that, much as I’m sure we’d enjoy it. . . No, I’m
sorry. It’s sweet of you to want us to stay, but. . .
Well, we have other engagements. Yes. A dinner
party way out in the county at six-thirty sharp.
You know how the holiday season is. I’m sure I
don’t know how. we’ll eat anything there, though.
We’ve had so much of your delicious food this eve¬
ning . . .Yes . . .Well, good night. It’s been one of
the most enjoyable occasions of my life. A wonder¬
ful party. You should give more of them, and don't
forget to invite us to every one. Certainly, we’d
just love to drop in on you sometime when you’re
not busy entertaining such a large crowd... Of
course . . . Good night.
Look at those poor suckers over there, just lining
up outside the door. I’m glad we’re not doing that
now, instead of coming out. Just think what they’re
in for . . .
What was that? You really mean you felt the
same way about it all the time?
Sure, I think if we hurry we can get in before the
six-thirty show starts . . .

•

•

•

Watch for our Joke

... FROM FIVE UNTIL SEVEN
(Continued from page 16)

more. Maybe a whole hour. Sneaking out is illegal,
probably. It’s tempting enough, but then there's no
way to get out except by the front door. And of
course the charming young hostess must stand right
in front of it. She’s standing there making a trap
for innocent human beings. There ought to be a law
against this spider and fly stuff. . .
I really think—I wish I wasn’t so near-sighted—
but I really think that Alice is making up her mind
about something. Yes, she’s got that determined look
on her face, and she may be. . . yes, she is! Oh,
patron saint of mine, whoever you are—I should
check up on that and be a little more religious—
whoever you are, I thank you for this great blessing.

in the January
Issue

T1 iere will be a Joke in
tbe January Issue
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WHAT

AILS

US?

(Continued from page 17)

arily on financial grounds. The connection here is
obvious, since most of the “leadership"—if indeed
not all of it—comes from fraternities and sororities,
in which the “class line” is often all too sharply
drawn. Certainly it is not my purpose to rant and
rave about the “evils” of the social fraternities, but
as an independent I do believe that their response
has been, on the whole, disappointly negative in re¬
spect to the arousal of school spirit in the student
body. Generally unwilling to share with outsiders
any significant part of their own highly organized
social life, they seem to devote the major portion of
their collective energies in student affairs to that
odious mess called campus politics. What good they
do accomplish, by encouraging or requiring a certain
amount of extra-curricular activity among their own
membership, is in many cases offset and cancelled
by the varying degrees of inhibitory control they
exercised Not without reason has Washington been
called a “gentleman’s school.” and while we may
sometimes question the literal accuracy of this term,
its aptness ,is unmistakingly evident.
In the face of all these difficulties and past failures,
can we reasonably hope for an improved school spirit
in the near future? I believe we can, only in so far
as we are successful in remedying the unhappy situ¬
ation which has arisen in regard to inactive students.
Certainly our physical equipment is far above the
average; our raw material is as good as any. A few
rousing pep rallies, some well-timed major football
victories, a more effective system of freshman orien¬
tation together with a lively set of freshman rules
and regulations—all these, to cite but a few possi¬
bilities, will help and all have their place. But what
we need above everything else is a new and pro¬
gressive kind of student leadership which will recog¬
nize the real underlying problem—that of gettingmore and more of our students into active partici¬
pation in, or at least enthusiastic support of, campus
activities.
®

•

®

MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING
(Continued from page 14)

Blotchner: Fellow staff members!!!!! I repeat,
this is serious . . . We’ve looked through every col¬
lege magazine in the country and we can’t find any
material.SAY!!!!!!!!! I just got
an idea! Ojoy!!! Now listen.Do any of you
fellas know how to write?
The staff members gather in nervous little groups.
The air is tense with emotion. But suddenly the
door opens and a little man enters. He is modestly
attired in a frock coat, top hat, spats, and.a lavender
stiff-bosom shirt.
Blotchner: Greefenbock/
Staff: Greefenbock/
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Cub Staff: Greefenbock/
All: Greefenbock/
The clamour is deafening. Soon the air is filled
with confetti, and some of the more excitable mem¬
bers have begun throwing chairs in the Scratchet
office.
Blotchner: (ecstatically) My rapture knows no
bounds! O times! O customs! Friends, Romans,
countrymen! To be or not to be! The quality of
mercy is not strained! O joy!
Greefenbock: (lighting a cigarette) Uh . . . what
do you want?
Blotchner: What do I want? Ha ha. Good joke,
Greefy old kid. Real sense of humour there. Ha ha.
Greefenbock: But... uh ... I don’t understand.
What am I supposed to do?
Blotchner: (swallowing hard several times, and
obviously taken aback) Wh . . . what are you . . .
supposed to do? You’re not. . . uh, kidding?
Greefenbock: Uhn uhn.
Blotchner: (smiling obsequiously) Why Greefy
old boy old boy, you're supposed to write the Janu¬
ary issue. Goes to press tomorrow, and you’re man¬
aging editor for the month, so you better hurry.
Everybody leaves except Greefenbock. Fie is
pounding away on four typewriters, two of which
he operates with his feet. Several hours later he
gets up off the floor.
Greefenbock: There!
CURTAIN

